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on them. There was a muffled thudding, the breaking of glass, a suppressed groan. And again shouts resounded in the darkness. Our hearts pounding, we sat behind the stair railing.
Suddenly it was quiet again. The two dogs came running upstairs to us, their tails wagging. The intruders had left the house.
We turned on the lights. There lay the broken chair and a picture with its frame broken off. In the ceiling we saw some bullet holes. Otherwise, no damage had been done.
While our wives made coffee, we nailed up the wreck of the back door and then barricaded it with props and cross-bars.
Sometime before two o'clock in the morning, just as we had got back in bed again, there was a terrible sound outside. It sounded like the war-whoop of an Indian tribe as described by the late Karl May.
The barricaded door fell in no time at all. The house was invaded by twelve men, shooting wildly in all directions with machine pistols and revolvers.
A short man with shoe polish on his face confronted us in the upstairs hallway. Others came crowding after him, most of them with electric lanterns. "On with the lights!" they yelled and kept on shooting. Resistance would have meant death for all of us. I turned on the light.
The robbers either had their faces smeared with shoe polish so that they were unrecognizable or were masked in various fantastic ways. They shoved the four of us into one bedroom. There the short man watched over us with a machine pistol. When Kurt cursed at him, he hit him in the face with the stock of the pistol without saying a word. The blood flowed down slowly over Kurt's torn cheek.
The door had been left open. We watched as all our possessions were taken from the other rooms and quickly carried away: suits, coats, furs, shoes, all kinds of linen, trunks and suitcases, the typewriter, the vacuum cleaner, and the radio (for which I had obtained a special permit).
The bandit in our room lit a cigarette. Kurt happened to raise his hand to wipe the blood from his face. The Pole jerked up his machine pistol.
"Sraczf"
Kurt said the insulting word, which means "coward," with the utmost calm. Then he brusquely demanded a cigarette.
And the bandit actually reached in his pants pocket and gave each of us a cigarette. And he grinned as he did so. The grin was his downfall
I immediately recognized the shoddy gold filling that I had seen in the mouth of Pavel, a member of the Border Patrol.
Soon afterward there was a whistle. The robbery was over—the house cleaned out in twenty minutes. I still had the suit that I had quickly pulled on over my pajamas. Kurt, who was wearing only a bathrobe, was so destitute that he had to go to the doctor in a pair of women's